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SELECTIONS, 
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NATIONAL PREJUDICES VV ERIE j 


OR THE HISTORY OF 


SIR GEORGE OLIVER. 
| [From the French. ] 


(Concluded from page 220.) 


THE Chevalier-having returned to his uncle, found 
him ferene and even g-y ; he wasat a lofs to imagine 
what could be the caufe of this fudden change. But 
the Captain,addrefling him, You go to-morrow, faid he, 
for the army ; I will fend with you a letter ; but you 
muit give me your word of honor, that you will not 
open it till you fhall know that our forces both by fea 
and land have left this countrys The Chevalier promif- 


ed-he would not ; and went to prepare himlelf for his’ 


departure. 

Maria paffed the whole night in writing ; beginning or 
again, tearing to pieces, and writing anew the letter for 
her brothers. What embarraflment to-her! Yet fhe 
muit obey her father. She muit teil every thing, and 
yet the doubted not but Sir George muft needs fee this 
fo difficult letter ; and the was-even ignorant who was 
to be the bearer of it. 

Charles; mean while, affifted his friend in getting rea- 
dy ; and during this occupation the day tegan to dawn, 
His father came early in the morning, and ordered him 
to go and call Maria, and conduct her to the Captain’; 


apartment, where he intended giving breakfatt to the 
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Chevalier before his departure. The appointed hour 
arrives ; the trembling Maria appears fur the firtt time 
before her father, the Captain, the Chevalier, ard her 
brother. ‘The breakfaft-was but a melancholy one. Sir 
George, at laft, demands of his daughter the letter for 
her brothers. She drew it out from her pocket, and 
with-aetrembling hand gave it to her- father. without. be- 
ing fealed. Why is it not fealed? faid he; do it im. 
mediately. Maria obeys, and prefents it to him again. 
It is not to me, it is to the Chevalier you muft give it; 
he is juft going to join thearmy. She ftretched out her 


~arm to the Chevalier, her ftrength failed her, fhe drop. 


ped the letter, and fainted away. ‘Phe Chevalier threw 
himfelf in tears at her feet. This affecting fcene even 
moved at laft the ftern Sir George; and Jooking atten- 
tively at the uncle, I with, faid he, I may lofe my wa- 
ger. Maria was now recovered from her fwoon-; and 
the captain had the cruelty to demand, that fle fhould 
herfelf give the letter fhe had made up for his nephew. 
Scarcely had he it in his hands, when he fnatched.him- 
felf by flight from a terrible fituation which he could no 
longer fupport, and departed. C 
It is impoflible to defcribe the diitrefling fituation they 
were allin at this feparation. Let us follow the Che- 
valier. The affair of York-Town was foon ended— 
one of the brothers of Maria was wounded, and the 
Chevalier took a truly brotherly care of him. As foon 
as the capitulation was figned, the French army em- 
barked, and fet fail for the Antilles. The Chevalier 
‘then opened his uncle’s letter. It contained only thefe 
words—*“t If all the French army quits the continent, 
“* come inftantly with thefons of Sir George to rejoin 
** vour friend and all you have moft dear in the world.” 
The Chevalier, full of hope and love, obtaine? « paff- 
nort, and brought along with him the two b:oshers to 
Sir George’s houfe. He had beforehand inttruéted his 
uncle, fo that. at ‘his arrival, the uncle, Sir George, 
Charles and Maria, were convened to meet the three 
warriors, And Sir George, addrefling hiumfelf to the 


Chevalier, prefented him his daughter, faying, l hive 
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jo% my wager; there is your bride.——The felicity of 
this happy family was greatly increafed by this marry 
age, and the re-eftablifhment of the Captain’s health.— 
And after a few months, the new married couple re- 
turned to France, with their brother Charles. Sir 
George Oliver, recovered of his error, loaded them with 
prefents, and requefted that his daughter’s firft child 
fhould be called George-Louis. This honeit planter 
was anxious alfo to make amends for his former injuf- 
tice. The French, faid he inceflantly to his children, 
are generous as their king; love them as I have done 
fince I have become acquainted with them. We have 
much to doin order to acquit ourfelves towards them 
and their fovereign. 


——n: Ca 


THE VISION OF HAMID. 
An Eastern Tale, 


IT is an allowed truth, that virtee is neceffary for 
the enjoyment of fublunary happinefs. But virtue may 
be divided into various claffes ; among the foremoft of 
which ranks unfeigned benevolence, or an ardent defire 
to do good to all around us ; this is not an ornamental 
quality only, but the rareft endowment of the human 
mind. On its poffeffors it entails the greateft honor 
and alfothe higheft delight.. For what fatisfaGtion can 
equal that which arifes from the confcioufnefs of ha- 
ving wiped away thetear of diftrefs. Senfual pleafures, 
when purfued for a feafon, vanifh, and oniy remain on 
the memory “ as a tale thatis told,” with the addition 
of felf-reproach ; wheréas, beneficence, as an evergreen, 
continually flourifhes, and affords living memorials of 
its intrinfic worth. To relieve a virtuous family in dif- 
trefs—to be the inftrument of prefervation to a fellow 
mortal.--yields a fatisfa€tion far fuperior to the glitter 
of oftentatious grandeur, or the frivolities of Vice. 

How many immenfe fums are daily lavifhed by the 
affivent in the pomp of retinue, equipage, and drefs !— 
How large a quantity of viands from the dinner of one 
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epicure, might, if properly employed, redeem many 
from the horrors of famine! The rich man wonders 
that heis unhappy, yet is ignorant of the caufe—he be- 
comes more extravagant, and then expetts felicity ;— 
fatal miftake ! When on the bed of ficknefs, the pray- 
ers of the fatherlefs and the widow are not offered up 
for his recovery; and when he dies, he is unlamented ; 
neither the tear of gratitude, nor the figh of heart-felt 
forrow, bewail his lofs! But the man who is benevo- 
lent 1s beloved and revered during life—when dead, he 
is deplored with the tendernefs of friendfhip, and his 


memory is cherifhed. 


Al-Houffain was refpeéted, not only in the city of 
Damafcus, but alfo throughout the extenfive empire of 
the Eat, for the integrity of his manners, and the up- 
rightnefs of his conduct. He refembled the fun illumi- 
ning the world with his prefence, or the refrefliing fhow- 
er, reftoring verdure around. He was a father to the 
indigent, beloved by his flaves, and never gave way to 
the impulfe of paffion, nor_the gratificatitons of fenfu- 
ality, but was one of Allah’s trueft adorers. A life 
uniformly happy, there was only one circumftance tm 
difturb Al-Houffain. He had an only fon named Ha- 
mid, on whom he had beftowed every accomplifhment ; 
but who, departing from the paths of virtue, refufed all 
fociety, except that of the vicious and abandoned.— 
Houffain wade many attempts to reclaim him from his 
courfe of folly ; but naturally felf-willed, opiniated, 
and haughty, he refifted both entreaties and commands, 
and rendered his father miferable by his imprudence.— 
A}-Houffain bore this affliction with unyielded conftan- 
cy, and thowed, in the general tenor of his life, the fu- 
perior meeknefs of refignation. His laft hour at length 
approached ; but before the angel of peace had fealed 
his eyes, he thus addreffed his fon, whom the rumonr of 


_ his approaching death had brought near his couch, an- 


ticipating with inward joy the pofleflion of fo much 
wealth. f 

“ O my fon! thou feeft my approaching end; but 
“ the will of Omnipotence be done! Hear now my 
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‘© counfel, and regard my words ; let me conjure thee, 
** as thou wilt nowenjoy my treafures, which I have 
‘ accumulated, not‘ by defrauding thehelplefs, not by 
‘‘ trampling on the rights of fociety, but by honeft 
* traffic and induftry, to let thy. manners be tempered 
‘¢ with prudence and difcretion. Let not the infidious 
** parafite, or treacherous friend tempt thee-to riot in 
‘© diffipation ; this cannot beftow on thee ferenity of 
“ mind, but will heap up misfortune. Let me conjure 
_ “ thee, Hamid, by the creed of the faithful,.to be be- 
‘* nevolent—this 1s the hidden {pring from which every 
“ earthly-felicity muft arife. It is this which mutt 
** foften the pangs of torment, and alleviate the pains 
‘* of mortality.. But, above all, remember that man 
‘¢ without religion refembles the traveller in the defert 
“© —-the big cleuds of fate gather round his head; the 
‘* thunder rolls, and the lightning flafhes through the 
“« fky, while no fhelter prefents itfelf before him.” 

He faid no more, for his happy {pirit. had winged its 
flight-into eternity ; and Hamid beheld with pleafure 
his limbs grow cold in death.. He allowed himfelf little 
time to reflect on the advice he had received ; but con- 
fidered it only as the fearful admonition of a dying man, 
and determined, by immediately enjoying himfelf free 
from controul, to prove its. fallacy. Soon were the 
founds of mafic and feitivity heard in thofe apartments 
where Al-Houffain ftill remained acorpfe ; and Hamid, 
forgetful of filial refpect and duty, immediately after 
ye father’s interment, opened his doors to all the vota- 
tes of pleafure, and his manfion was the conftant re- 
fort of the gay and the luxurious. Every thing was 
moit fumptuous around him, and hundreds of flaves 
awaited his pleafure. Art was exhaufted to decorate 
his apartments, and beauties from evdry nation crowd- 
ed his haram. 

For the courfe of afew fhort moons he could rife 
with pleafure to the fame round of amufements, and 
coyld expatiate with rapture onthe gay flattery of his 
pretended friends ; but fate at length put a period to 
ihefe enjoyments, and tortured the breaft of Hamid 
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with anger and wretchednefs. As he was one day paf& 
fing through the ftreets, a female form of peculiar ele- 
gance attracted his-attention, and the meannefs of her 
drefs ferved the better to fet off her charms. He 
caufed his flaves to follow, and make diligent inquiry 
concerning her, and from them he foon learned that the. 
was the enly daughter of Al-Couzan, an aged muflul- 
man, and extremely indigent ; that her father was be- 


_ loved in his neighbourhood, for-his probity and virtue ; 


that he was once affluent, but reduced to poverty by 
unavoidable loffes ; and that his lovely daughter was 
the only remaining pledge of former happinefs. Such 
was the account that Hamid -:received. Here was an 
opportunity to praétife that virtuous benevolence which 
his father. had recommended, and to retrieve the good 
Al-Couzan, and his lovely daughter Zamira, from indi- 
gence. But far other thoughts occupied the breatt of 
the fon of Al-Houffaim ; he was fired with her beauty, 
and determined, by forming an acquaintance*awith the 
father, to fecure a miftrefs in Zamira.: But vain were 
his attemnts! her inftexible virtue remained unfhaken; 
neither the glare of grandeur, nor the frowns of oppref- 
fion, could abate her refiflance.. Little accultomed to 
fuch rejeQion, the haughty mind of Hamid was diftract 
ed with anger and difappointment; and now fruitlefs at- 
tempts to fecure her, made him ftill more wretched.-~ 
Gloomy difcontent fafimprinted on his vifase, and the 
forrow of his’foul fhowed itfelf in his anger to thofe 
around him.; No longer-could the loud burfts of laugh- 
ter, the midnight debauch, or the riches of-the Eaft, 
heaped up in his treafures,-afford him fatisfa¢tion. He 
was fickened: with life, he was. tired~of the world, and 
inwardly repining at the decrees of-heaven, he broke 
forth intothe following exclamation, ‘¢O, Allah! why 
* doft thou feign to do good to thy creatures by giving 
‘them riches?—Have [ not preved the fallacy of thy 
“* sifts? And why doft thou, under the femblanee of 
**-bleffings, curfe mankind? It is true, thou haft giv- 
“en me weal:h, but happinefs is a {tranger to my bo- 


“fom. Doft thou then delight to trifle with thy crea- 
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“* tures, and inflidion them torments, folely to try thy 
* power ?—f am the lord of bowsnclets peffeilions, and 
* flaves crouch before my prefeuce. Lai renowned 
© througn the Faft forthe-beautics of ary haram; and 
“* every wind wafts riches to-my treafure. but itill I 
* feel no enjoyment it thofe objedis, fince my darling 
~* with is.defeated, and Zamira,eludes my. peliefhon.— 
** I confider mylelf as mifereble, and .the warld as a 
** wildernefs. Iwill now bid:dcfiauce to the threats 
‘* and revenge of Al-Couzan, and fecure. his daughter 
** by force, in fpitesof her lamentations.” But here 
the terrors of juftice gleamed'acrofs his mind, and he 
asvhaftily gave up the determination as he had formed 
it. 

The violence of this tranf{port, and his former exer- 
tions, threw him intoa deep-flumber ; but the f. me ob- 
jects ftill occurred, and prefented the following vifion 
‘to his imagination. He. thought-his mind bordered on 
the verge of madnefs, and that he had lifted up his 
arm to plunge a poignard into his bofom, when the 
apartment fhook from its foundation, and a genius, ar- 
rayed in robes of -the pureft'white, ftood before him. 
The dagger dropped from his hand, and he fell almoft 
-lifelefs, on the floor. ‘* Mortal,” faid the genius, 
*“* ceafe toaccufe Allah with thy impieties, nor dare to 
take away a life which thou didit not beftow! Rife, 
** and hear the purpofe for wiich Omnipotence fent me 
“‘tothee. Iam bidtotell thee thatthou haft mitta- 
“* ken the way’to happinefs ; and, in -departing from 
** the inftructions of thy father Houffain, thou haftloft 
‘** fight of every bleffing. It is true thy fins are numer- 
“ ous, and deferve a, far different return from Allah; 
* but ‘he js merciful, and taking pity on thy youth,” has 
** fent me to advife thee. Thou complainett of mifery ! 
*“€ fhort-fighted mortal! What availed thy riches, fince 
** they were only lavifhed on luxury, and the minifters 
* of thy viciouspleafures !----Haft thou performed the 
“ tafk of benevolence? Haft thou fought out the 
** haunts.of wickednefs, and relieved want with thy 
“ fuperfluities?----Thy own conicience condemns thee! 
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*“¢ Haft theu not, in the prefent inftance, inftead of re- 
** lieving the poverty of Al-Conzan, fought to tender 
* him {till more abje&, by attempting the virtue o° his 
*¢ daughter ?’—With trembling voice the fon of Al- 
Houffain now addreffed the getiius. “* Fool that I was” 
faid he, ‘to accufe the bounteous Allah for my own . 
* errors! Didi hope that the curies of a worm could 
“injure Omnipotencée?-Uh! then, inform ne how to 
“ become pdf fled of that tnvaluable trealure, happi- 
** nels !?——* Thou mutt,” repliedthe genius, ** omit no 
* opportunity of doing good ; for to do good is the 
“way tofindit. ~Banthh ufelefs luxury from thy manfi- 
* on, and relieve the indigent. Allah will then pour 
** bieflings on thy head, and thy lite will be. uniformly 
* happy’ | 

Scarcely had he fpoken thefe words, when Hamid a- 
‘woke from his flumber, and ftaring wildly around, ex- 
pected to fee the phantom of his dream. He at length 
recovered, but the vifion had made fo ftrong an impref- 
fion on his mind, that he refolved to amend his ill-ipent 
life. | 

In.a few days he parted withihis too numerous atten- 
dants, and reformed every luxury. But thefe were on- 
ly the fmaller efforts of his reformation; he had -ftill 
the greater objeéts in view ;----to difmifs his haram, to 
raife Al-Couzan from \indigexce, and to -requeft the 
plighted vows of thetovely Zamira betore the altars of 
the faithful. Al-CouZan received the propofals of Ha- 
mid with unfeigned-farprize and pleafure ; Zamira hap- 
py in fuch a lover,-bécame his wife. The wild tranf- 
ports of irregular paflion were now calmed into fereni- 
ty of joy; happifiefs beamed in thofe features which 
had long. been ftrangers to felicity. Univerfally ref- 
peéted and beloved for the goodne(s cf their hearts, the 
fon of Al-Houffain, and his lovely bride Zamira, lived 
long and happy ; no bitternefs difturbed their pleafures, 
but each revolving year brought new bleffings in its 
train. Thusin Hamid was proved the vanity of felf- 
ith pleafure ; and in’ him, alfo’ the fublime delights of 
Leneficence and Virtue. | 
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Admiral Sir I. Hobson. 22 Ge 
ANECDOTE OF ADMIRAL SIR T. BQBSON. 


THIS extraordinary man was born at Bonchurch, in 
the Ifle of Wight. He was left an orphan at a very 
early age, and apprenticed by the parifh to a tailor—a 
fpecies of employment ill futted to his enterprifing f{pi- 
rit. As he was one day fitting alone on the fhop board, 


cafting his eyes towards the fea, he was ftruck withthe - 


appearance of a fquadron o: *men-of-war coming round 
Dunnofe ; and following the firft impulfe of his fancy, 
he quitted his work and ran down to the beach, when 
he caft off the painter from the firit boat he faw, jumped 
on board, and plied the oars fo well, that he quickly 
reached the Admiral’s-fhip, where he entered as a vo- 
lunteer, turned the boat adrift, and bade adieu to his 
native place... .Early the next morning the admiral fell 
in-with a French fquadron, and in a few hours a warm 
action-commenced, which was fought on both fides with 
equal. bravery. -turing this time Hobfon obeyed. his 
orders with great cheerfulneis and alacrity.; but after 
fighting two hours he became impatient, and enquired of 
the failors what was the object for which they were 
eontending? On being told the action muft continue till 
the white flag at the enemy’s maft head was ftruck, he 
exclaimed, ** Oh, if that’s ally I'll fee what I can do!” 
At this moment the fhips were engaged yard arm and 
yard arm, and obfcured in the fmoke of the guns; Our 
young hero took advantage of this circumftance, deter- 
mined either to haul.down the enemy’s colors, or perifly 
in the attempt. . He accordingly mounted the fhrouds 
unperceived, walked the horfe of the main-yard, gamed 
that of the French admiral,.and afcending with agility 
tothe main top-maft head, ftruck and carried off the 
French flag with which he returned ; and at the moment 
he gained his own.fhip, the Britifh tars fhouted “ vic- 
tory,” without any other caufe than that the-enemy’s, 
flag had difappeared. « ‘I'he crew of the French thin be- 
ing thrown into confufion, in confequence of the lo!s of 
their colors, ran frem their guns, and while the admiral 
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and officers, equally furprifed atthe event, were éndea- 
voring to rally them, the Britifh tars feized the oppor- 
tunity, boarded thé veffel anid took her. Hobfon at this 
jun@ure defcended the fhrouds with the French admi- 
ral’s flag wound round his arm, and difplayed it trium- 
phantly to the failors on the main-deck, who received 
his prize with the utmoft rapture and aftonifhment. 
This heroic a€tion being mentioned on the quarter-deck, 

Hobfon. was ordered'to attend there ; and the efficerst 
far from giving him credit for his gallantry, gratified 
their envy by brow-beating him, and threatening him 
with punifhment for his audacity ; but the admiral, on 
hearing of the exploit, obferved a very oppofite conduét. 

“* My lad,” faid he to Hobfon, ‘+ I believe you to bea 
very brave young man; from this day I order you to 
walk the quarter-deck, and according to your future 
conduct, you fhall obtain my patronage and proteétion.” 
Hobfon foon convinced his patron that the countenance 
fhown him was not mifplaced. He went rapidly and 
fatisfactorily through the feveral ranks of the fervice, 
until he became an admiral. 


——: > : ae 


inka. DE GENLIS. 
jee 
‘HIS celebrated lady, whofe writings are well known 
to the public, was feleéted in early life, by the late 
Duke of Orleans, as preceptrefs to his two fons; and 
how well fhe was qualified for that office may be feen in 
her numerous works on education and morals. Her 
“ Tbeatre of Edueation” has uncommon merit, being at 
once captivating ‘and inftructive. Inlefs than a vear 
from ‘its firft publication, it was tranflated into no fewer 
tha’ fix foreign languages. It is impofhble to array 
good:ef$ ina garb more natural or more becoming than 
is done in thefe little comedies, By this fpecies of dra- 
ma ‘habits of virtue are moft ftrongly impreffed ; for in 
ommon with fable and narration, it exhibits moral 


truth before the youthful fancy in lively and pleafing 








* 


Zoom SF SB eB ew ew ce Fut ts we 


a. o 


ev 
2 


1d 
in 
er 
at 
ar 
er 
ay 


an 





Account of a Hindes Devotee. 23% 


colors, and ‘obtains for it @ free admiffion intothe heart, 

by combining it with characters and fcenes adapted to 
interelt the pathons 5 and, befide this, ithas the peculiar 

advantages of engaging the attention, by the gradual 
unfolding of the plot ;-giving an air-of reality to fiction, 
by chara@ler and dialogues . In fact, though thofe pieces 
were written for tlic ule of childven; they are not con- 
fined to the improvement of the young; perfons of all 
ages, of all ranks, and profeffions, may diicover in them 
ufeful hints for the regulacien of their conduét in the 
moft important fituations of life. 

Her “Annals of Virtue,” “Adelaide and T beodare,” &c. 
&e. all have the ‘ame moral tendency, ard afford like 
amufement. Belide which, this Lady has publifhed 
“ Rash Vows,” * The Rival Mothers,” and we believe 
fome other agreeable novels. 

Having loft her hufband under the fanguinary tyranny 
of Robefpierre, Madame de Genlis fought an afvlum 
from. revolutionary horrors in the Duchy of Holftein, 
at a village called Silk, about fifteen miles from Ham- 
Lurgh ; where, we believe, fhe {till refides, with her 
niece, on a farm in the occupation of her fon-in-law, 
General Valence. 


——_——=se | @ | ae 


ACCOUNT OF A HINDOO DEVOTEE. 
€frem Captain Turner’s.“* Account of an Embassy to 
the Courtof tbe Teshoo Lama, in Tibet.” ) 


THE Goefin Pranpooree exhibited fo extraordinary 
an inftance of religious penance, tat I cannot refit 
the temptation of relating fome particulars of his life. 

Having been adopted by a Hindoo devotee, and edu- 
cated by him in the rigid tenets of his religion, he was 
yet young when he commenced the courfe of his extra- 
ordinary mortifications. The firft vow which the plan 
of life he had chofen to himfelf induced him to make, 
was to continue perpetually upon his legs, and neither 
to fit down upon the ground nor lie downto reft, - the 
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and officers, equally furprifed atthe event, were-éndea- 
voring to rally them, the Britifh tars feized the oppor- 
tunity, boatded thé 'veffel and took her. Hobfon at this 
jun@ure defcended the throuds with the French admi- 
ral’s flag wound round his arm, and difplayed it trium- 
phantly to the failors on the main-deck, who received 
his prize with the utmoft rapture and aftonifhment. 
This heroic a€tion being mentioned on the quarter-deck, 
Hobfon. was ordered'to attend there ; and the aficerss 
far from giving him credit for his gallantry, gratified 
their envy by brow-beating him, and threatening him 
with punifhment for his audacity ; but the admiral, on 
hearing of the exploit, obferved a very oppofite concuét. 
“« My lad,” faid he to Hobfon, ‘* I believe you to bea 
very brave young man; from this day I order you to 
walk the quarter-deck, and according to your future 
conduct, you fhall obtain my patronage and proteétion.” 
Hobfon foon convinced his patron that the countenance 
flown him was not mifplaced. He went rapidly and 
fatisfactorily through the feveral ranks of the fervice, 
until he became an admiral. 
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loa DE GENLIS. 
see 
‘THIS celebratedlady, whofe writings are well known 
to the public, was felected in early life, by the late 
Duke of Orleans, as preceptrefs to his two fons; and 
how well fhe was qualified for that office may be feen in 
her numerous works on education and morals. Her 
“ T beatre of Education” has uncommon merit, being at 
once Captivating ‘and inftructive. In lefs than a vear 
from ‘its firft publication, it was tranflated into no fewer 
tha’ fix foreign languages. It is impoflible to array 
gooduels ina garb more natural or more becoming than 
is done in thefe little comedies. By this fpecies of dra- 
ma ‘habits of virtue are moft ftrongly impreffed ; for in 
ommon with fable and narration, it exhibits moral 
truth before the youthful fancy in lively and pleafing 
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colors, and ‘obtains for it @ fiiee admiffion intothe heart, 
by combining it with charaéters and fcenes adapted to 
interelt the patons ;and, befide this, ithas the peculiar 
advantages of engaging the attention, by the gradual 
unfolding of the plot ;-giving an air‘of reality to fiction, 
by charaGler and dialogue... In fad, though thofe pieces 
were written for tlic che of shiblewa; they are not con- 
fined to the improvement of the young ; perfons of all 
ages, of all ranks, and proféilions, may diicover in them 
ufeful hints for the regulation of their conduét in the 
moft important fituations of life. 


» Her “Annels of Virtue,” Adclaide and T beodore,” Re. 


&c. all have the ‘ame moral tendency, ard afford like 
amufement. Belide which, this Lady has publifhed 
“ Rash Vows,’ * The Rival Mothers,’ and we believe 
fome other agreeable novels.. 

Having loft her hufband-under the fanguinary tyranny 
of Robetpierre, Madame de Genlis fought an afvlum 
from. revolutionary horrors in the Duchy of Holftein, 
at a village called Silk, abeut fifteen miles from Ham- 
Lurgh ; where, we believe, fhe {till refides, with her 
niece, on a farm in the occupation of her fon-in-law, 
General Valence. 
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ACCOUNT OF A HINDOO DEVOTEE. 
€frem Captain Turner's.“ Account ef an Embassy to 
the Court of tbe Teshoo Lama, tn Fizber.” ) 


THE Goefin Pradibedres exhibited fo extraordinary 
an inftance of religious penance, tat I cannot refift 
the temptation of relating fome particulars of his life. 

Having been adopted by a Hindoo devotee, and edu- 
cated by him in the rigid tenets of his religion, he was 
yet young when he commenced the courfe of his extra- 
ordinary mortifications. The firft vow which the plan 
of life he had chofen to himfelf induced him to make, 
was to continue perpetually upon his legs, and neither 
to fit down upon the ground nor lie down to reft, - the 
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{pace of twelve years. All this time he told me he had 
employed in wandering through different countries. 
When E enquired how he took the indifpenfible refreth- 
ment of fleep, when wearied with fatigue, he faid,.that 
at firft, to prevent -his-falling,:*he ufed to be tied with 
ropes to fome-tree or poft; but that this precaution, 
after fome time, became unneceffary, and he was able 
to-fleep ftanding without fuch fupport. 

The complete-term of his firft penance being expired, 
the*next-he-undertook was to hold his hands, locked in 
each other, over his head, the fingers of one hand divi- 
ding thofe of the other, for the fame. {pace of twelve 
years. .Wliether this’ particular ~period is chofen in 


compliment to the twelve figns of the Zodiac, or to the 


Indian cycle of twelve years, [cannot decide. He was 
ftili determined not to_dwell in any fixed abode ; fo 
that before the term of his vow could be accomplithed, 
he had travelled over the greater part of the continent 
of Afia. He firft fet out by croffing the peninfula of 
India, through Guzerat. He then paffed by Surat to 
Buffora, and thence to Conftantinople.. From Turkey 
he went to Ifpahan, and fojourned fo long among the 
different Perfian tribes as te obtain a confiderable know- 
ledge of their language, in which he converfed with 
tolerable eafe. In his paflage from thence towards 


Roffia, he fell in with the Kaffucs (hordes of Coffacs) 


upon the borders of the’'@afpian fea, where he narrowly 
elcaped being condemned to- perpetual flavery ; but at 


length he was fuffered to pafs on, and reached Mofcow. © 


He then travelled through the northern boundary of 
the Ruffian empire, and through Siberia arrived at Pe- 
kin in China, from whence he came through Tibet, by 
the way of Fehhoo Loomboo, and Nipal, down to Cai- 
cutta. 

When I firft faw him at this place, in the year 1783, 
he rode upon a pie-bald Tangun horfe, from Bootan, and 
wore a fatin embroidered drefs, given to him by ‘Tefhoo 
Lama, of which he was ‘not a little vain. He was ro- 
buft and hale ; and his complexion, contrafted witha 
hong bufhy black beard, appeared really florid. Ido 
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not fuppofe that he was then forty years ofage. Two 
Gofeins attended him, and affifted him in mounting and 
alighting from ‘his horfe. Indeed he was indebted to 
them for the afliftance of their hands on every occation ;, 
his own being fixed and immoveable in the pofition 4 
in which he had placed them, were of courfe perfectly 
ufeleis. 

The circulation of blood feemed to have forfaken his ® 
arms; they were withered, void of fenfation, and in- 
flexible. Yet he fpoke to me with confidence of reco- 
vering the ufe of them, and mentioned his intention to 
take them down the following year, when the term of 
his penance would expire. 

Other Gofeins affured me, though I could not help 
doubting the fact, that it is practicable to reftore with- 
ered limbs, thus circumftanced, to perfect ufe. Thisis 
effected they fay, though not without great labor and 
fome pain, by means of long continued fritiun, before 
a large fire, witha certain ointment which they com- 
pound. Tocomplete the full meafure of his religious 
penance, I underftand that there ftill remained two o- 
ther experiments for Pranpooree to perform. In the 
firft of thefe, the devotee ts fufpended by the feet toa 
branch of atree, over a fire, which is kept ina conti- " 
nual blaze, and fwung backwards and forwards, his hair \ 
pafling through the flame, for ome pahr and a quarter, 
that is three hours and three quarters. Having pafled \ 
through this fiery trial, he may then prepare himfelf, 
for the laft act of probation, which is to be buried alive, 
ftanding upright in a pit dug for the purpofe; the frefh 
earth being thrown in upon him, fo that he is complete- 
ly covered. In this fituation he muft remain for one 
pahr and a quarter, that is, three hours and three quar- 
ters ; and if at the expiration of that time, on the re- 
moval of the earth, he fhould be found alive, he will af- 
cend into the higheft rank among the ‘moft pure of the 
Yogee (Jugi.) | 
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234 On Lying. 
ON LYING. 


‘*Ofall the vices, there is none more crimina], more mean, and more 
ridiculous thantyinc. It generally proceeds from vanity, cowardice, 
and a revengeful disposition, and sometimes from a mistaken notion 
of self-defence.” CHESTERFIELD. 


ALTHOUGH lying may be confidered as a venial 
erime, when put in competition with fome ‘others ; yet 
{till when it is viewed in its real colors, and examined 
thoroughly, it is not lefs “* criminal” than others, which 
at firft fight appear more glaringly “ ridiculous.” ‘he 
reafon is obvious ; it is much more prevalent, and con- 
fequently looked upon ina more favorable light: for 
fuch is the opinion of the mifguided world, that what- 
ever is fashionable, whether it is criminal, difgufting, or 
even infamous, if it only be followed by the votaries of 
fafhion, it immediately acquires 2 recommendation, 
which overpowers every rational eonfideration. 

Lying has many pernicious effects ; it has caufed the 
moft fincere friends to become the moft inveterate ene- 
mies ; it has proved itfelf the bane of domeftic happi- 
nefs, in numerous inftances ; and, in innumerable ways 
has it betrayed itfelf the defcendent of its famous or 
rather infamous anceltor, the great Abaddon. In fact, 
language is too feeble to paint this notorious vice in its 
genuine colors. 

Of the many pernicious confequences refulting from 
lying, fome of which end fatally, an inftance is exempli- 
fied in the following tale, the outlines of which are 
founded on fact. 

PHILEMON and JusTINn were the moft fincere friends. 
From being intimates at {chool when children, they had 
in maturer years cemented a friendfhip founded on the 
moft folid bafis. It was the misfortune of Juftin to be 
bereft of his heart by Laura’; and fhortly after he 
had the pleafure of receiving her’s in return. All 
things appeared to bein a fair train ; and it was fuppo- 
fed that Juftin would foon have the felicity of hailing 
Laura as his bride. But an obftacle here prefented it- 
{elf in the perfon of her brother. Laura’s grandmother 
had willed 10,000 pounds to her if fhe married, if the 
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remained fingle, it was to fall to her brother. He te 

ainthisfum, endeavored, by the moft horrid falfehoods, 
to fow the feeds of jealoufy between the lovers, but was 
for a long time unfuccefsful. A letter (forged by the 
brother) the fuperfcription of which he thought to be 
Laura’s, was brought to Juftin by one of his own fer- 
vants, who had been bribed by her brother to fay it had 
fallen from the pocket of Philemon; the contents of 
which were : 


“(© DEAR PHILEMON, 

** Why have you been fo long from 
your Laura? She has, in your abfence, been peftered 
with the vifits of Juftin, who prefies her to confent to 
a marriage ; which you know is odious to her, as fhe 
has fworn that fhe never will be the bride of any other 
than Philemon. Hafte then, and let me repofe in your 


breaft the forrows of Ph 
“ LAURA.” 


Juftin was thunderftruck ; he waited not a moment 
longer than to take from the wall a pair of piftols, and 
load them ; and then haftened after the innocent, but 
injured Philemon. He found him reading in the garden ; 
after calling him by the moft infulting epithets, he threw 
him the letter, and one of the piltols; and defired him 
to defend himfelf. In vain Pailemon protefted his in- 
nocence, in vain he declared he knew nothing of the 
letter; Juftin was determined to facrifice or be facrifi- 
ced—‘* Infamous villain! take this weapon and defend 
yourfelf from an injured man, whofe life you have ren- 
dered miferable ; 1 will hear none of your paltry and 
cowardly evafions ; take it, or I will chaftife you for a 
coward !” Calm as Philemon was, this was more than 
he could bear ; he took the piftol ; both fired at the 
fame inftant ; and each received a mortal wound! 

I make no comments; I leave itto my readers to 
form their conclufions, whether lying is not in its con- 
fequences, frequeatly the moft deftructive of all vices. 
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36 Jeera. 


NEERA. 


_ WOULD you know the hoftory of all the gallantries 
ima great city, addrefs yourfelf toa lady. ‘The ladies 
keep an exa& regifter of all their adventures, and do 
not pardon the flighteft weaknefs. Should a young girl 
be betrayed by her lover, fhe will never find confolation 
among her own fex: the friends of her infancy become 
her fevereft judges.———Do you wifh to know the bane- 
tul confequences that fometimes attend this rigor mu- 
tually exercifed on women by each other——liften to 
a fhort anecdote which I read yefterday in an old Italian 


author:; and may a fpirit of toleration eftablifh itfelf 


in your manners and opinions! 
Pne young Neera dwelt in the province of Otranto: 
an old aunt was her fubftitute for a mother. Her for- 


‘tune was {mall : her beauty attracted every eye.—Near 


her humble dwelling there lived, in’ the Caftle of Caftrig- 
nano, a very wealthy man: he faw Neera, and inftantly 
formed a plan to feduce her. 

You may believe he {wore to love her all his life,— 
never to forfake her: they all ufe the fame language.—— 
Well! Neera, thut her ears to his proteftations—and 
yet the loved him!—He addreffed himfelf to the old 
woman: a little gold fufficed to draw her over to his in- 
tereit. She never ceafed to extol in the prefence of 
Neera, the mental accomplifiments of this fine young 
man. 

One day, and never did he appear fo amiable and fo 
tender, he bound himfelf before heaven and the old lady, 
never to have any other wife than Neera. The dif- 
trefied damfel fighed, wept, blufhed, and funk into the 
arms of her lover. It was a fault: fhe fhould not 
have confided in mere promifes. —It is very true ; 
but Oh, woman! I conjure you, do not blame it :—be 
content to lament it! ——For fome months Neera 
was happy; but the delicious hours of love pafs fo 
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quickly away !—-—The two lovers; cautious at firft, in 
the myftery of their carefles, began foon to betray it by 
negligence. The world believed them married. 

Neera was the handfomett girl of the country ; but 
fhe was-not the only beauty. Leontiopublicly mar- 
ried anew mifirefs, and conducted her to his Caftle.. 

The forfaken Neera wept night and day :—how fhall 
fhe have courage to appear in the village ?—-—fhe thinks 
the already hears- the fatirical remarks of. the inhabi- 
tants ;—flie fears flill more their infulting pity s—fhe 
determines to go abroad no more.— —Several days paf- 
fed without ber leaving her chamber, without her even 
opening her window.—She gave herfelf up entirely te 
forrow ! 

On the day of a fubfequent fete fhe faw feveral wo- 
men feated at the door of a neighboring houfe, laughing 

and amufing themfelves according to cuftom. She con- 
ceived a wifh to join.in their pleafures ; ; fhe was anxious 
to know how they fhould behave toher. There was a 
time when they au called her their ** dear friend.” 
Could they cate the barbarity to fhew her flie had loft 
their efteem ?—--She advances with a timid ftep and a 
beating heart ; ihe fits down, but not immediately in 
the circle. Allis filence on her approach ; no one 
heeds her ; you woul. fuppofe fhe wes not there—In 
alittle time, however, the converfution is renewed ; 
it turns upon various matters of little importance. 
Neera ventured to flide in a word, a fingle word, ina 
low voice.—An old maid contradiats her with fharpnefs. 
Neera endeavored. toexplain. ‘This drew upon her the 
moft abufive language. 

‘© Go, you unhappy wretch!—Leontio. has treated 
** you as. you deferved.——Did you not know you were 
** not his wife ?—and yet you have the uppedente te 
* fhew yourfelf among women of virtue.” 

At thefe words Neera, the feeling and unfortunate 
Neera, rifes in filence; runs rapidly to a neighboring 





well, and plunges in !——-They run—they hatten to her. 


. relief ; they take her out.———She is dead! 
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SELECTED POETRY. 


ODE, | ib 

WRITTEN BY | | 

THOMAS PAINE, Ese. . a 

And sung at the Anniversary Celebration of ibe “ y 
“* BOSTON FEMALE » ialeae ctl 


Te. 

SHALL. man, ftern man, ’gainft heaven’s beheft, 

His cold, unfeeling pride oppofe ; 
To thanklefs wealth, unlock his breaft, 

Yet freeze his heart, to Orphans’ woes ? 
Weak Cafuit !.where yon thunder pene, 

Seeft how the livid light’ning glares ! 
Behold it rivés the knotted Oak, 

But {till the dumdle Myrtle {pares.* 


Il. 
Let ftoic valour boldly brave 
‘Che wars and elements of life ; 
But, more like Heaven, who ftoops to fave 
A being, finking in the ftrife: 
Poor Exiles! wandering o’er this {phere, 
Phro’ {cenes of which you form no part ; 
Lov’d Orphan Girls ! come welcome, dere, 
Th’ Atylum of the human heart. 








* NM. rciful Heaven! 


Thow rather, with thy sharp and sulpburous awn 
Spoist'st the peelreabl and gnaricd Oak,’ 
Teun toe soft My ties 
“ Suak:ipeare’s Measure for Measures 
a ; 
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On seeing a LADY ina decline from ill treatment in @ 








LOVE AFFAER, 
OFT. wand’ring in the moffy dale, 
I’ve feen the lilly of the vale, | 
* Unconfcious of its doom, ' 
To ev’ry piercing wind that blows, 
To pearly dews and chilling fhows, 
Expand its beauteous bloom: 


But ere the noon tide time appears, 
The icy fhower diffolv’d in tears, 
~ Hangs lovely on the flow’r ; 
Like many friendlefs victims born, 
I¢ drops beneath the leaflets thorn, 
The victim of an hour. 


The flow’rs, in balmy breathing fpring, 

When fhepherd boys and ploughmen fing, 
Adorn again the grove ; 

But lovelinefs will ne’er return 

To Laura, who muft ever mourn, ° 


The hour of -hopelefs love. 
Yet when the clay-cold hand of death 


Contigns thee to thy kindred earth, 


Thy aching heart at reft ; 


~The mufe wit oft at ev’ning hours, 


Protect the many beauteous flow’rs 
Withwhich thy turf 1s dreft. 


And oft deep fhadow’d in the wild, 
The forrow of her fav’rite child, 
In hollow’d actents mourn : 
Or with fome wand’ring {pirit tread 
The lonely pathways of the dead 
Teo veuerate her urn. 














ORIGINAL POETRY. 4) 


POR G . ‘ it, 
FOR THE MEDLEY. if id 
SONG. | i 
IMITATED FROM THE FRENCH. 


I, 
MY golden hours I fear’d were o’er, 
That my beft days were foon to clofe, hal 
For Love, bright Goddefs, fmil’d no more ; ‘ 
_ But when a Shepherdefs I chofe, | 
My days were fairer than before. 


If. r 
Tho’ rigor clouds my brighteft hours, | 
Yet ftill ’tis heaven, ’tis heav’n to love 3 ; 
Yes Love, fweet Love, all pain devours, 
) His glowing days of rapture prove, 
His thorns are nought but flowers. 


IIf. 
Still my heart a figh refpires, 
At times a tear my reft alarms; 
Torments I feel, 1 feel defires, * 
Even torments have their charmigy dt a7 
The pain of Love delight infpires.4--— "7 


oner “Q mere 
IV. , e i 


My golden hours I fee return/ 
And frigid fcofn and frowns elope ; 
The thoughts of paft degle& Ivy fpurn, 
Cheer’d by the foothing frsije 
Nor have #8 future caufe to mourn 





of hope, 
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Poetry. 
SELECTED POETRY. 


a 


THE EXILE OF ERIN. 
A much admired Sonc. 


THERE came to the beach a poor exile of Erin; 
The dew on his thin robe was heavy and chill, 

For his country he figh’d when at twilight repairing, 
To wander alone by the wind beaten hill. 

But the day ftar attracted his eyes fad devotion, 

For it rofe.on his own.native ifle of the ocean; 

Where once in the glow of his youthful emotion, 
He fung the bold anthem of “ Erin co Bran,’ 


Ob ! fad is my fate, faid the heart broken ftr3 anger, 
The wild deer and wolf to a covert can fly ; 
But I have no refuge from famine and danger, 
A home and a country remain not for me ! 
Ah never again in the green funny bowers, 
‘Where my forefathers liv’d fhall I {pend the {weet hours ; 
Or cover my harp with the wild woven flowers, 
And ftrike to the numbers. of “ Exry co Brau.’’ 


Erin, my country! the’ fad and forfaken, 
In dreams I revifit thy fea-bcaten fhore ; 
But ales! ina far diftant land l awaken, 
._ And figh for the friends who can meet me no more ; 
P, cruel fate, wilt thou ucver replace me, 
\manfion. of blifs, where no perils can chafe me? 
‘a fiall my brothers embrace me ? 


,npever a, 
A aia or live to deplore ! 


"They died to 


Where is my calgin-door faft by the wild wood ! 


fers, and fige, did yaw weep for its fall ? 
ene the mother thatfouked on my childhood, 
And where is the bofom ftill de@r than all? 


Ab! ny fad foul ! long abandoned by P-afire, 




















Poetry. 


Why did it doat-onva faft fading treafure ?. 


+ hab, like the rain dtop, may. fall without meafare, 


But rapture and beauty, they cannot recall 


et allits fond recollections fuppreffing, 

One dying with my lone bofom hall draw ; 
Eren, an Exile bequeaths thee his bleffing, 

Land of my fore-fathers “ Exyn co Bran.” 
Buried, and cold, when my heart ftills its motion, 
Green be thy fields, fweetcft.ifle of the ocean ; 


And thy barp-ftringing bards, fing aloud with devotion, 


ERiN MA VOURNBN, “ Extn Go Bran.” 





FRANK FID, 
A SONG. 


FRANK FID was a tar d’ye fee; 
As true, as e’er handed afail, 
Fliough the fhip’s gunnel in, yet ftill he 
Would laugh at the noife of the gale. 
With his grog ‘gainft the ftorm he prepar’d, 
And fquirted the juice of the quid, 
Now below, now tofs’d high on the yard, 
’*T was all juft.the fame to Franx Fin. 


One day, off the Cape of Good Hope, y 


As head to the wind lying to, 
His foot took the bite of a rope, 


And bildg'd poor Frawx's fkull on. the fu ‘th 


The Jogiot + was founding his brain, 
While the blood from his fcuppers ran fal 
“ Avaft!” he cried, “ caulking’s ith vain 
a Death has fheer-bulk'd me at laft, 


« Come meffsnates no lonver deplore; 
What’s life? but a fquall at the beft! 
And tho’f 1 can cheer you no more, 
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“ft The failor’s abridgment of the Fluke of the anchor, 
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Poetry. 


_I mount to the truck of the bleft; 
» ‘Inever fear’d danger nor toil, 
4 +s While an inch of life’s brace ftood the fhock, 
| But now the laft flake of my coil 
ce Is reov’d through eternity's block. 


«“ Through life's ftormy fea as I fail’d, 
By the compafs of Friendfhip I fteer’d, 
And ne’er by Diftrefs was I hail’d | 
But my tockers ftill open appear’d; 
' And whilft, with a thot they were fer’d, 
| None ever unaided went by. 
When prog they no more would afford, , 
I gave all I had—’twas a figh! 


. “JT feel I muft,weigh—while I {peak 
‘ Death’s Capftan heaves fhort on my heartes 
) My Anchor is almoft a peak 
i What then! F have acted my part: 
Safe birth’d in Febicity’s bay, 
I fhall ride by the Kedge of Delight! 
Gi’s your hands then”—-No more he could fay, 
His foul went aloft in our fight. 





Ne SONNET. . 
\2 AH ! why my heart thus nurfe a flame, 
Which Reafon fhould remeve? 

4 Why dwells remembrance on a name 
tt I dare no longer love? 


¥Vet, ah! the bands affection wore 

- Were twin’d with ev’ry thought: 

While Hope to are the bloffoms ftrove, 
Her folt’ring funfhine brought. 

And ftill, though droops the rofeof Love, 
Its with’ring fweets are dear ; 

Norcan I from this heart remove 
The thorea that-rankles there. 


Fond mem’ry cherifhes each faded joy, a 
And Paffion fpares what Reafomthould defroy: | 
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FOR THE MEDLEY, 
A Tear to Hume, 


IMMORTAL, Hume! thy name fhall fhine fublime, 
And triumph, greatly o’er the car of Time 3 
Thy fame will fpread; while genius has a friend, 
Thy talents be admired, till time fhall have an ends 
Let vain pretenders blight thy faireft fame, 
And mufty fchcolmen deprecate thy name ;: 
Let ftupid priefts thy mighty powers deride, 
And feols prefumptious burft with turgid pride; -; 
The feelingfoul, the fympathetic mind — _ 
Will weep a tear, half-o’er'thy tomb reclin’d ; 
And fay, while liftnening to the winter’s blaft 
That howls relentlefs o’er thy facred manes, 
“ Ah eruel death ! why {natch this reverend prize, 
“ And clofe it in unceafing darknefs from our eyes ? 
® Infatiate vitor! fpare the great, the good, 
“ Bear in their place, the ufelefs dowm the flood.” © 
This is, immortal’ Hume! the fage’s dirge, 
W hich ne’er will ceafe til] worlds from worlds emerge, 
Tue PHILANTHROPIST 


—DiGiees ~- 


‘PROFUNDITY——Aw EPIGRAM. 


PROFOUNDEST quibbler of the quibbling race, 4 
Quiblerus, rofe with mof important face, 7 - = 
Audrefs'd the learned bench—and as he fpoke, 
Out flew the texts, from Blackftone, Hale and Cokes, 
“ Your honours know me deeply {kill’d in laws, 
“ And clear as light I'll prove this weighty caufe ; 
“ But ftop—’tis fit your honours firft fhould know, 
“ The only /ioing witnels, died ten years ago,"” 
¢ 
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Poewwy. 


FOR THE MEDLEY. 
Amorem vicimug 
SONG. 


\ 


I. 
OH! with what rapture dol gaze 
On my charming [fabell, 
When I behold her lovely eyes 
Defire in vain I try to quell. 
Tho’ fhe hears me complain, 
Yet fhe laughs at my pain ; 
Oh! was ever a lover fo fad, 
Was ever a lover fo fad. 


If. 
[ figh and languifh all the day, * 
And hope I may her pity move, 
I know not what I do or fay, 
And think of nought, of nought but love. 
*Tho fhe hears me complain, 
Yet fhe laughs at my pain ; 
Oh! was ever a lover fad, 


Was ever a lover fo fad. 


Iii. 
Andiah! the cruel fickle fair 
Coquette’s it ftill with many a beau ; 
Admires Will’s ftrutting, foppifh air, 
Whiflpers with Sam, or frifks with Joe 5 
Yet the hears me complain, 
And laughs at my pain— 
Oh! was ever a lover fo fad 
Was ever a lover fo fad. 


IV. 

But fince fhe’ not fubmit to love, 

I'll feek fome pleafant diftant fhore ; 
Apa then I fwear by mighty Jove, 

Fi sae or fee her more; 
. “e-» She'll not hear me complais . 
aay Nor laugh at my pain, 
re at And I thall no more, no more be fad, 
Cel ag - longer, no longer be fad. 
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Poevry. 
SELECTED POETRY. 
THE FALLS OF NIAGARA. 


BORNE to the rocky bed’s extremeft brow, 

The flood leaps headlong; nor a moment waits ; 
Fo joia the whirlpool deep and vaft below, 

The faltlefs ocean* hurries thro’ the flraits, 


& 


Hoarfe roars the broken wave; and upward driv’s 
Dathes in air ;—diffolving vapours prefs’d, 

Confound the troubled elements with heaven’ :— 
Earth quakes beneath ; heart trembles in the breaft. 


With fteps uncertain to a jutting rock 
To gaze upon th’ immenfe abyfs, I -hie. 
And aH my fenfes feel a horrid fhock, 
As down the fteep I turn my dizzy eyes 


On cloudy fteamsI take a flight fublime, 
Leaving the world and nature’s works behind ; 

And as the pure empyreal heignt I climb, 
Refle& with rapture on th’ IMMORTAL MIND. 


eee 


VANESSA’s ODE TO SPRING. 


HAIL! bluthing Goddefs, beautius Spring, 
Who in thy jocund train doft bring 

Loves and Graces, fmiling hours, 

Balmy breezes, fragrant flawers ; 

Come with tints of rofeate hue 

Nature’s faded charms renew. 


Yet why fhould I thy prefence hail? 

To me no more the breathing gale 

Comes fraught with fweets, no more the rofe 
With fuch tranfcendant beauty blows, 

As when Capzpus bleft the {cene, 

And fhar’d with me thofe joys ferene ;. 
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252 Poetry. 


When unperceiv’d the lambent fre 

Of friendthip kindled new defire : 

Still lift’ning to his tuneful tongue, 

The truths which angels might have fusg 
Divine impreft their gentle fway, 

And fweetly ftole my foul away, 


My guide, inftrutor, lover, friend, & 
Dear names! in one idea blend ; | 
Oh! ftill conjoin’d your incenfe rife, 
And waft {weet odours to the ikies, 


oe ah 


EPIGRAMS. 


On the newly imported Female mode of weartug 
Watches in the Bosom. 


AMONG our Fafhionable Bands, 
No wonder now if time fhould linger ; 
Allow’d to place his two rude Lands 
Where others dare not lay a finger. 


+a cengise. 


YOU'VE ftol’n my ravith’d soul away, 
Maria pity my defpair ; ; 
Return it to its place, I pray, 
Or take my dody in thy care, 


a> : ic | See 
ON A WATCH. 


COULD but our tempers move like this machine} 
Not urg’d by paffion, nor delay’d by fpleen ; 
And true to nature’s regulating pow’r, 

By virtuous acts diftinguifh ev’ry hour ; 

Then health and joy would follow as they ought 
The laws of motion and the laws of thought : 
Sweet health to pafs the prefeat moments o’er, 


Aad eveslafting joy whea timc fall bc no more. 




















ORIGINAL POETRY. 
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FOR THE MEDLEY. 


ODE. 


O dulces comitum @alete coetus. CaruLitus. 


TIS true I love with mirth elate, 
The fparkling glafs to circulate, 
And laugh my cares away ; 
But comrades of the feaft attend, 
Forbear it drink the nights to fpend, 
When pleafure rules the, day. 


For now the fpring revives the year, 
And Equinoétial tempefs drear, 
With March forfake the plain ; 
The groves put on‘their vernal bloom; 
The foreft breathes a rich perfume, 
The land{cape {miles again, 


The herds no more delight in ftalls, 
But graze the mead; and April calls 
The plowman to the field. 

The fwallow leaves her wat’ry bed, 
Where long fhe lay, by inftiag led, 

From wintry fnows conceal’d. 


The youthful mind now fighs to rove, 

Each breeze infpires new life and love, 
And mufic wakes around ; 

Now village lads and maids are feen, 

To dance by moon-light on the green, 
To ruftic vi’lin’s found, 


Their vows, now whifp’ring lovers plight, 
Whilft ey’ning fhades and friendly night, 
. The virgin bluth conceals ; 
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Poetry. 


At firff abath'd, the maiden thrinks——- 
Tren on his raptur’d bofom finks, , 
Aud all hét Tove reveais. 


Haft: to my clofe and cluft'ring bowers, 

Aud cull a wreath of choice flowers, 
To grace my Cu Loe’s hair ; 

But_no, forbear, the tafk decline— 

Art cannot make her more divine— 
Phe lovelieft of the fair.. 


"Tis wow the-vet'ranfeeks new fcars, 
And posts mount amid the ftars, 
On fancy’s wing fublinre. 
The vernal hours, the ides of May, 
The-fieeting years glide fat away. 
IMPROVE THE PRESENT TIME. 


Then-comrades of the feaft attend, 
Forbear the nights in mirth to {pend, 
When fiows do not detain—. 
Vfhen winter’s clouds obfcure the day, 
We'lblaugh, and drink his Rerms away, 


‘Fill foring returns again. 
HILARIS. 


ODE. TO HOPE. 
Br a Youne Gien?teman or Lextncrons 


WAY on our citcling years ties Hope attend, 

And paint thie fairy profpeét bright as day ? ? 

Like the kind fafthat glimmers o’er the main, 
To guide the Toncly féaman on his way? 


Why, when dehitic, with haggard, downcat eye, 
me a dark mantle o’er the tortur’ a iim, 
ey , forbid: our tears to flow, 


rs ows to the whiting wind 












Why, when the wint'ty ftorms around us how, - 
And cheerle(s poverty is hear’d to figh, 

Does Hope her aid with kindeft care beltow, 
And wipe the trickling forrows from the eye! 


‘Tis thee, eternal fountain of our joys, 

That {preads delufion through thy wondrous plamy- 
To fiiooth the rugged path of cumb’roas'life, 

And court obedience from the heart of man. 


Or elfe defpair had check’d'his tow’ring foul, - 
Or forrow fpread o’er lifé her fable wing ; 

Nor would creation {mile from pole to pole— - 
Thy rofe would fade, thy birds forget to fing. 


nn om | Oo ea 


SELEC FED ‘POETRY.. 





BALLAD. 


AT! why is thy countenance fad, gentle fair? 
And why roll the tears from thine eye? 
HANthon wander’d all sight expos’d to the air ? 

Beneath this cold winterly: ficy ? 


Ah! why fwells thy Sofom with fighs, gentle fair ? 
And why drops thy head on thy breaft ? 

Art thou doom'd the hirfli frowns of misfortune to bear ? 
And haft thou no hore where ta ref? 


Come tell mé the caufe o f thy grief, e fais | 
Come tell'mé the caufe of thy grie 


Pl pity thy forrows, I'll lighten ja 3 
Art Aan sremats 1 will “give thee rs 


Yes, oft do I wander all night, egtty foul, 


And few are. 
‘And I feel ni: he chi hill wind chat th? the | ce howl, 
‘the cold ftor Sos Walk beets on my _ 
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Poetry: 


For a fhade far more dreary than night, friendly foul, 
Has hid ev'ry joy from my view ; 

And a blaft that’s more pierciag than winds round the pole, 
Has chill’d my poor heart threugh and through. 


More diftant, kind foul, ‘than harhh poverty’s frown, 
More cold than the winter's fharp froft ; 

The bofom I once thought moft friendly, is grown, 
The heart I moft valu’d is loft. 


Then afk not, kind heart, why the filent tears roll, 
Nor why fwells my bofom with grief ; 

The triend whofe unkindnefs has frozen my foul, 
Alone can afford it relief. 


ere <n 


i" On Michael Angelo’s famous piece of the Crucifixion, 
pF who stabbed a person, that be might doit the more na- 
turally. 


WHILST the Redeemer on the canvas dies, 
Stabb’d at his feet, his brother welt'ring lies ; 
The daring artift, cruelly ferene, 

Views the pale cheek, and the diftorted mein ; 
He drains off life by drops: and, deaf to cries, 
Examines ev’ry fpirit as it flies ; 

He ftudies torments, dives in mortal woe, 

To roufe up ev’ry pang, repeats the blow ; 
Each rifling agony, each dreadful grace, 

Yet warm, tranfplanting to his Saviour’s face. 
O glorious theft ! O nobly wicked draught ! 
With its full charge of death each feature fraught ! 
Such wondrous force the magic colours beaft, 
From his own {kill he ftarts, in horror loft. 


ER mee 


Jo a bad Fiddler. 


OLD Orpheus play'd fo well, he mov’d Old Nick, 
Wailft thou. mov'ft nothing—but thy add Bick, 
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ORIGINAL POETRY. 


LINES 





On seeing Miss E B , shed tears at the celes.- 


bration of ber marriage.—By a friend. 


YE folemn pedagogues, who teach 4 
A language by eight parts of fpeech, . : 
Can any of you all impart, 

A. rule to conjugate the heart? 
Gramarians.did you ever try, 

To conftrue and explain the eye, 
And from the:fyntax of the face, 
Decline its gender and its cafe? 
What faid the nuptial tear that fell : 
From fair Eliza, can you tell ? | 
And yet it.fpoke upon her cheek . 

As eloquent as tear could f{peak. 

‘“* Here at God’s altar as I ftand, 

‘* To plighfimy vows and yield my hand, 












“With fa x tongue, whilft I proclaim . 
* The iceflic ny Virgil name, 

“ Whilft ing is read at large, 

‘The Rut , unfoften’d charge; ; 


“Spare f 


le mt pleader cries,) 
“Oh! fpar 


See furrounding eyes ; 
“ Uther’d anndit a Btaze of light, 

“ Whilft here_pafs imgublic fight, 

‘“* Or, kneeling’by a father’s fide, 

** Renounce thadgpghter for the bride. . 
“Ye fitters, to my foul fo dear, 

** Say, can I check the rifing tear, 

“ When at this awful hour, I caft 

‘“* My mem’ry back on time that’s pafft, . 
“‘ Ungrateful were I to forbear 

‘* This tribute to a parent’s care; 
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Poetry. 


‘For all he fuffer’d, all he taught, 

‘Is there not due fome tender thought?- 
‘¢ And may not one fond.tear be given, 

‘* To that dear faint that refts in heaven? 
‘** And you, to whom.I now betroth, 

‘““ In fight of heaven, my nuptial oath, 

‘““ If my according bofom draws 

** One figh, mifconftrue not the caufe ;- 
“-Truft me, though weeping, I rejoice, 
‘And blufhing, glory in my choice.” 


THE ATHEIST AND THE ACORN. 


*PWAS on a warm atumnal day, 
Rechin’d beneath an oak, 

A dull, complaining atherft lay, 
And to himfelf thus fpoke : 

‘* That all things here have come by chance, 
‘* And not-by God’s decree, 

‘* Connot efcape being feen by all 
‘© Who look up inthis tree— 

“ Behold, (quoth he) that mighty thing, 
‘* A pumpkin large and round, 

“Is borne but by a feeble ftring, 

* Which upward cannot make it fpring, 
‘‘ Nor bear it from the ground. 

““ Whilft‘on this tree, a fruit fo fmall, 
‘* So difproportion’dwiangs, 

*¢ As plainly proves to y man, 
** It only came by chance.” 

No more the cavileer could fay, 
No further faults defcry— 

For upwards gazing as he lay, 

An acorn, loofen’d from its ftay, 
Fell down upon his eye. 

The wounded part with tears run o’er, 
As punifh’d for the fin— ~ 

Fool, had that bough a pumpkin bore, 

Thy whimfies would have been no more, 

Nor fkull have kept them in. . 


























Poetry. 


SELECTED POETRY. 
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MUSIC. 
BUT hark, the diftant found of mufic breaks 


_ Harmonious‘on the filence of the hour. 

Some lover breathes his foul in am’rous ftrains, 
And fings the virtues of his abfent maid ; 

Or elfe unhappy, pours in plaintive notes, 

The fad effufions of a burden’d heart. 

O, could the unrelenting fair one hear, 

If love or pity in her bofom dwell, 

Such moving founds would furely call them forh : 
Tranfported and fubdued, fhe’d figh confent. 


Now foft fucceeds the full and fwelling chords, 
While tremors o’er my ravifh’d fenfes glide, 
The fport of fancy and its airy train. 
Hail facred Mufic! miftrefs of the foul, 
Whofe charms afford the pureft blifs on earth, 
And can alone the purer blifs of Heaven defcribe. 
When thy foft numbers ftrike th’ enraptur’d ear, 
Their magic powers harmonize the foul, 
And calmly foothe each rougher paffion there : 
Loft in their {weetnefs, it forgets its pains, 
While fancy wafts it from thefe earthly bounds 
To happier regions, picturing angel forms 
Hymning in all the harmony of heav’n | 

Their Maker’s praife. 


Mufic can, like the fkilful artift’s hand, 

That gives to rude and uncouth ftone, a form 

Of nature’s fineft mould complete, fo fhape 

To nobleft thoughts, the mind that’s uninformed, 
A ftranger to refinement’s gentle charms— 

E’en favage roughnefs at her touch afflumes 

An eafy polifh and a foften’d grace. 

Whether fhe rouze with warlike founds, the foul, 
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And point.to glory through the battle’s rage, . 
Or melt to pity, or to love invite. - 

Her mighty influence, ftill all nature owns. 

How oft, when fancy brooding night hath fpread . 
Her fhadowy curtain to conceal my fteps, 

Have I enraptur’d heard the)melting founds. . 

OF mutfic floating in the. lift’ning breeze. 

W hat thrilling tranfports did my mind enflave ! 
\What vifions of delight did fancy paint ! 

Such blifs! but.ah, they vanifh’d with the found. . 
What pity that ideas fo fublime.. 

And amiable, as harmony infpires, 

Should with it ceafe to influence the mind: - 

For furely virtuous and heroic deeds 

Would oft’ner grace the annals of mankind, .. 
And kindred harmony. would all pervade, 

Coutd music always give the mind a.ioie. 


FLORIO. . 





TRANSLATION FROM ANACREON, 


ANACREON, (the girls declare) 
Sluggifh age is drawing near. 

Take (they fay) a looking glafs, 
And behold thy wrinkled face. . 
Thy temples are bereft of hair, 
Poor old man! thy head is bare. . 
If I have,-or have not hair, | 

I know not, nor do I care. 

lf age approaches-—this I know— - 
Tis tegh time to. banifh woe, 

To feize on joy, whilft in my pow’r, | 
And make the beft of my laft hour. 





EPIGRAM. 


SAID Celia,to Damon.can you tell me from whence 

I may know a coquette from.a woman of fenfe! 
Where the difference lies ?. ‘“Yes,” faid Damon, “I can, 
“ Ev’ry man courts the one, t’other courts ev’ry mane 





Ee ————— 





SELECTED POETRY. 


———— 


EPIGRAM.. 


Qui te videt beatus eft, 
Beatior qui te audiet, 
Qui bafiat femi-deus elt, 


Qui te potitur, eft Deus! 
IMITATED IN ENGLISH. 


Happy the youth who thus can gaze- 
On all thy charms with wild amaze! ° 
Can view theluftre of thine eyes, 
And fee thy crimfon blufhes rife! 
Where on thy fnowy {welling breaf, 
Love points to everlatting reft. 


But happier he, who ravifh’d hears 
Thy voice, the rival of the fpheres!- 
And, as the melting founds decay, 

Tn blifs exftatic dies away. 


But oh! what raptures muft he prove, - 


Who hears theeblefs:his ardent love ! 


He’s more than morték who can fip 
Nectareous honey from“thy lip ; 
Can kifs thas cheek where rofes bloom, 


Inhale that breath that fheds perfume,.. 


Beyond the fragrance Saba boatts, 
Or {picy gales that fan its coatts. - 


But he who folds thee in his arms, 
And feafts on thy tranfcendant charms, . 
With thee the live long day cam toy 
And rove, entranc’d from joy te joy, 
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Poetry. 


Whofe high wrought tranfports meet thy howe, 
fs more fupremely blefs’d than Jove. 


—~— 


ANACREONTIC. 


BRING the wine, and fill the glafs, 
Bid the glowing goblet pals, 

Banifh care and ferious thinking, 
What has care to dowith drinking? 
While the heavenly juice we quail, 
Love floats on th’ inipiring draught, 
Hafte thee, bdy, the cigars bring, 
Let us drink, and fmoke, and fing. 
As the fragrant perfume files, 

And in air diffolves and dies, 

So let care diffolve away, 

Till it leave us blythe and gay. 
Fair of faireft tell me why, 
Afkance you turn thy beaming eye, 
Why you frewn, as thus I fip 
Perfume from the cigar’s tip? 

Does the {moke offend thee? know 
Loves on ev’ry curlet flow, 

Cupids play around the room, 
Sporting on the rich perfume. 
Come then, fair, enjoy withme, 
Wit, and wine, and revelry— 
Youth’s too fhort fer pleafure, pray 
Gather roses while you may. 
Round thy brows a chaplet twine, 
Twine thy rofes with the vine, 
Bring the flagon, hafte thee, fill 
The foaming goblet—fuller ftill. 
For I would drink and drive from me, 
That gloomy frend, Anxiety, 

Let the foft ton’d flute infpire, 
Fervent love and foft defire. 

Strike the lyre, Oh, ftrike again, 
Still repéat the dulcet ftrain. 

















Poetry. 263 


Life is fhort, and choak’d with eare, 
Let us of the thorns beware, 
Every day and hour employ, 

In fong, in love, in wine, and joy. 


- 2 = Sie a 
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SUMMER. : 


SEE, the gay morn difpels the fhades of night, 
And the dark hills with bright effulgence gilds ; 
The glowing {kies reflect the early light ; 
The dew-drop gliftens on the verdent fields. 


5 nd nceeeelea -' 
“ a ee Oe 


Welcome all nature hails with rapt’rous voice 
The glad appearance of the dewy morn, 

The tuneful fongfters of the groves rejoice, 
While glowing tints the varying fcenes adorn. 


And now, while cool and balmy is the air, 
Ere yet the Sun his burning {plendor fheds, 
Pll to the fragrance-breathing fields repair, 
And pluck the flow’rets from the grafly beds. 


Lo! nowthe Sun refulgent fromthe fkies, 

Darts on the opprefled world his fervid ray ; 
Bids clouds of duft in whirling eddies rife, 

And reigns with burning f{plendor o’er the day. 


Opprefs’d with heat, all nature feeks the fhade, 
Where foftly blows the fweet refrefhing breeze— 
The mofs-roof’d grotto in the fhelt’ring vale, 
The humble cottage, or the {fpreading trees. 


For fierce the Sun darts his meridian beams 
Upon the wearied trav’ler’s fainting frame ; 
Parches the fields, drinks the meand’ring ftreams, 
And o’er all nature fheds his ardent flame, 


Life foon would fink beneath his fiery reign, 
And fainting nature quickly would expire, 
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Did not cool breezes fan the heated plain, 
By heav’n ordain’d to mitigate his fire— 


Did not at times, to sothe clofe of day, 
Loud thunders roll a pekr lightning eplare; 
While angry clouds their awful fronts difplay, 
And fhow’rs defcend to purify the air. 


How great their terrors! but how good th’ effects ! 
Tho’ their appearance ftouteft hearts appal, 

’Tis an All-bounteous Hand the ftorm direéts, 
And bids it op’rate. for the good of all. 


Now o’er the plains foft-breathing zephyrs blow, 
Reviving nature hails their quick’ning pow’r ; 

The fetting Sun fhines with a milder glow, 
While all is humid with the fallen fhow’r.. 


Seafon of heat! ‘oppreffive is thy fway, 

Te thofe who’re doom’d thro’ life to conftant toil ; 
Who, by their labor, live from day to day, 

And reap: the produce of the fertile foil. - 


Yes welcome: is thy reign—Command Divine, 
Spring, autumn, winter, in their turn ordains, 
With heat and luftre bids thy Sun to thine, 
To call rich treafures from the fertile plains. 


Summer, from thee, what num’rous bleflings flow ! 
What various flow’rs adorn the fmiling vale! 

With richeft fruits thou load’{t the bending bough, - 
And bid’ft rich harvefts wave with ev’ry gale. - 


a 


EPIGRAM. . 


FROM THE FRENCH. 


‘“* Let the loud thunders roll along the tkies, 

“* Clad in my virtue I the ftorm defpife.” 

‘© Indeed,” cries Peter, ** how your lot I blefs, 
© To be fo shelter’d in fo thin a drefs.” 
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AN ODE, 


Zo bis Excellency the PRESIDENT of the Unitep f 


STATES. 


By S. W. 





SALVE tu cuftos columenque-rerum 
Pubiicarum, artium maxime & patrone, 
Patriz lumen, libertatis auctor, 


JEFFERSON, falve! 


Dum rex Yobannes nuper cerebrofus 
Ferreo fceptro populum regnavit ; 


Terruit cives legibus iniquis ; 
Gemuit terra. 


Contra tu ramos olee protendens, 
Dirigis juftis populum inftitutis : 


juris et legum patrie ad falutem 
Fleétis habenas. 


Qualis in nates placidi parentis 

Lenitas, talis tibi imo eft in cives, 

Diligunt qui te colunt et honor 
Vindicem juris. 


Quantum, Columbia, Jerrerson: debes, 
Teftis eft onus pauperum levatum ; 
Teftes funt noftra -debita foluta 

Integra fide. 


Copiam fandi tutam redidifti et 

Civibus ereptam pene libertatem : 

Cervici j jugum impofitum revellis 
Dextra levanti. 


& 
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Audet Olympo Virgo jam redire, et 


Recreans terras vultum preebet mundo: 
Aurel Saturai veniente etate 
Omnia rident. 


Mens tibiculta confciaque recti ; 

Cor late amicum yiris eruditis ; 

G:neri humano clemens, neque fpernis 
Vulgt Querelas. 


Celitum reétor tibi donet vires . 

Grandia ad incepta perficienda ; 

Munera ut alme libertatis blanda 
Sentiant gentes. 


Civium ob vitas fimul cum fortunis, 

Cura fervatas tua tam paterna, 

Nos fine gratos cingere tibi comam 
Civica Quercu. 


Nomen eterno revirefcet evo, 

Ufgue dum polo fidera micabunt ; 

Aureus dum Sol lucida luftrabit 
Lampade terras. 
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= ase, 
Written during a severe fit of the Tooth-Ache. 


-—e 





RUTHLESS tormentor! who, with con{tant gnawing, 
Scoop’ft thy dark cavern in my aching grinder, 

Like mining Mole—ah, ceafe thy cruel fawing! 
I cannot bear it, as Iam a finner! 

It thrills my very brain—it ftops my chewing— 
And up Pbouncé in torture from my dinner, 

Mad as.a March-hare, when the beagles wind her, 
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And hallooing huntimen, urging on the pack, 
With whip and fpur, as hard as they can crack, 
O’er hedge and ditch, come galloping behind her. 


(Thou Gnome or Salamander of the Devil!) 
Should thus purfue me in life’s peaceful path, 

And plague a jaw that never meant thee evil? 

Speak out, malicious elf !—no !—thou art dumb— 

But itill thy viper fang, beneath my gum 
Keeps working. Well, perhaps a fong might charnr 

thee— 

(‘¢ Mutic has charms to foothe the favage breaft’”’)— 
No! ’tis in vain—there’s nothing can difarm thee 

Of that relentlefs rage which robs my mouth of reft 


What crime have I committed, that thy wrath 
) 


Ye Patentees ! who with fuch pomp and pufling, 
Boaft of your noftrums in the public papers, 
I’ve tried your dentifrices, tinctures, lotions, 
Your opiates, anodynes, compofing potions, 
And now with grief (e’en fhould the news be hufing) 
Bfluit tell you to your teeth, in open day, 
‘They all proved impotent ! Not the {trong vapours 
Of black Nicotiina’s juice narcotic, 
Vollied from the flaming tubes of—Britifh clay, 
Could quell, diflodge, or even with difmay 
Strike this fell tyrant of the tooth defpotic ! 


Now, Patience, help me in the painful trial ! 
Ne’er was thy aid requir’d in cafe more urging— 
Ne’er did thy votary need more felf-denial !— 
Go, Servant! quickly, and fome able furgeon, 
With his ftrong forceps, hither bid repair ; 
For l’ve refolved—nay, almoft ta’en my oath, 
Altho’ to lofe my grinder very loth, 
That I'll no longer fuch keen torture bear ; 
But, coft whate’er it may, the ftubborn foe 
Expel by force of arms, and lay his fortrefs low ! 


HAFIZ, 
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THE RISING MOON. 
Written inthe Night. 





NOW Nature finks to balmy reft, 

And forrow quits the fighing breaft ; 
The ftarting tear forgets to flow, 

The grief-worn’breatt forgets its ‘woe; 
While o’er the hills the fhadows fly, 
And kindling beams furround the fly ; 
The Moon mounts up her wonted road, 
And throws her borrow’d beams abroad ¢ 
Juft o’er the tops of yonder pines 

She looks, and with effulgeuce fhines ; 
Nor all the ftrifes that mortals know, * 
Can plant a frown upon her brow; 
And tho’ a cloud obitructs her ray, 

It foon recoils and flies away, 

While fhe, like fome exalted mind, 
Smiles at the wrangles of mankind ; 
Andlooks upon the wretched ftye, 
The tottage low, and palace high, } 
With the fame benignant eve. 

The tap’ring fhadows fhorter grow, 
As up fhe mounts the arched bow ; 
Eclipfing as fhe moves along 

The twinkling ftars fhe roves among, 
And on a weltern cloud fhe throws 
The fainter tinges of the rofe ; 

While foftly fans the evening breeze, 
Young Zephyr fhakes the leafy trees ; 
And buzzing infeéts here and there 
Fill with their notes the cooling air. 
The night for contemplation’s made, 
And fills with thoughts the empty head ; 
She points to rolling worlds afar, 

And {peaks a Gon in ev’ ry ftar. 





EPITAPH On a very Idle Fellow. 


HERE lieth one that once was born and cried, 
Liv’d feveral years, and then—and then—he died. 
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POETRY. 


CoMMUNICATED FOR THE MEDLEY. 


Tue Sparrow, Hawk, and BuTTeRFLy. © 


IN £fop’s days, when birds could chat, 
And judge the right of this or that, 

And infects then, as well as man, 
The merit of each action fcan, 

A Sparrow once, who jought a place 
Of fafety, from the Hawk in chace, 
Fainting, a {nug retreat he fpies, 
To which, with force reviv’d, he flies; 
And while a fearful view he caift 
On danger that was fcarcely patt, 
In piteous, fad, lamenting ftrains, 
Of his hard lot be thus complains— 
**- Unhappy me! how fad the ftate, 
““-In which I here am plac’d by fate; 
“* Sure fcenes of danger {till attend, 
“© Which way foe’er my flight I bend ; 
“-But wert of all, this montter here, 
*¢ This cannibal, the moft I fear. 
“ > Tis ftrange that there fhould live ’mong birds, 
“ (But vainalas! my plaintive words) 
“A wretch, whofe fole delight’s to kill, 
‘© And blood of innocents to-{pill ; 
“ For me, for ever I reneunce 
‘¢ The-cruelties that pleas’d me once—— 
“« For this retreat a vowI make, 
* (Which may I die whene’er I break) 
*< No more totatte of infedt’s bleed, 
“* But grain fhall be my only food. 
“¢ Let favage Hawks ftilkthirft for gore; ; 
*¢ But Pil defile my beak no more.” 

His proteftation having done, 
And thinking now the Hawk was gone, 
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He plum’d his wing, and peeping out, 
To tee no danger lurk’d about. 


reper d again totake his flight, 


I 
iif 
i" 


His bofom beaming with de slight. 
As thus he ttood,a Butterfly, 


Tn lite’s vay pride came flutt’ ring by. 


The danger o’er, too like mankind! 
Elis virtuous thougtts he gave the wind— 
All former fears were fled away. 

: He iffued forth, and feia’d his prey ; 


The yicim firait, with mournful cries, 
In vain to urge his mercy tries. 


- 


“ © Ipare! OF ‘pare my innocence, 
‘© Who ne’er to you have giv’n offence !” 
The Sparrow cries, with crue se taunt, 


“ Putnot on me your pition 


Scant; 


‘* Your being deftin’d for In} y prey, 
“ Givesme acaufe of death each day— 
The re fore prepare to die, make hatte, 
“ For I so time will wafte.” 
The Buiterfiy, wich fear,once more, 
, Did trembling, se his life implore— 
| % 10 mercy thew, or you may want 
‘That mercy now you will not grant.” 


a? 


At th’ initant, lo! the Hawk return’d, 
W hofe breath with inward fury burn’d; 
Who not far off the fcene had ftay’d, 
And the whole ation wel! furvey’'d— 
Like lightning darting on his prey, 


He bore him inftantly away. 


For mercy quick the Sparrow cry’d, 
Which juftly thus the Hawk deny ‘a. 
“* How can’ft thou, villain, hope to gain 


“ That merey fu’d of youin vain ! 


“ This inftant die—” he faidno more, 
| Bot firait the wretch in pieces tore. 
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Learn that -¢reat maxim to purfue, 
To do as. yr ou’d be done unto, 





Die” cry’d the Sparrow, “pare your breath ;” 
; Then with a gripe he feal’d his death. 


H. A. 
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COMMUNICATED By P. W. 





THE fun when arifing befpangles the dew, - 
And tints with its glory the ikies ; 
All nature’s in motion, how charming the view, - 


When day is beginning to rife.. 


The morning is lovely, Maria awake,- 
Let us haite to the Myrtle alcove ; 
Or tray by the fide of a chry? taline lake, - 


While the morn is inviting to love. 


Did thy thoughts turn on me in thy dreams in the 


Did I e’er to. thy fancy appear ? [oight 2 
Did no fond idea thy bofom delight ?- 
Maria, unfold to my ear.- 


Unfeen an¢.unheard, you may tell to me now, 
Not a witnefs is near but the dove ; 


Who mourns for its mate on the Olive tree high,. 


While the morn is inviting to love. 


The Winter, Maria, will come on apace, 
As the Summer begins to depart ; 

Come then.in my bofom, a confidence place, 
And fpeak the fond wifh of my heart. 


Oh! let us my fair be united to day, 
Let us hafte to the church in the grove; 
Nor let us the. pleafing occafion delay, 
While the morn is inviting to love. 


—— ee 


EPIGRAM. 





To John I ow’d great obligation ; 
But John unhappily thought fit 

To publifh it to all the nation ; 
Sure John aud i are more thar quit. 
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Poetry. 


The following lines of the eminently ingenious and pi- 
ous Dr. Dowpprince, addressed to bis * Wife's 
*“* Bolom,” are a more forcible plea for marriage, than 
arca hundred libertine arguments again it. 


OPEN, open, lovely breaft, 

Lull my weary head to rett ; 

Soft and warm, and {weet and fair, 
Balmy antidote to care. . 
Fragrant fource of fure delight, 
Downy couch of welcome night, 
Ornament of rifling day, 

Always conftant, always gay! 


In this gentle calm retreat, 

All the train of graces meet ; 
Truth, and innocence, and love, 
From this temple ne’er remove. 
Sacred virtue’s worthieft fhrine, 
Art thou here, and art thou mine? 
Wonder, gratitude and joy, 

Blef viciflitude ! employ 

Every moment, every thought, 
Crowds of cares are long forgot. 


Open, open, beauteous breaft, 
Angels here might feek their reft. 


Cefar, fill thy fhining throne, 

A nobler feat [ call my own. 
Here I reign with boundlels fway, 
Here I triumph night and day ; 
Spacious empire! glorious power! 
Mine of inexhautted ftore! 


Let the wretched love to roam, 
Joy and I can live at home. 


Open, 6pen, balmy breatt, 
Intoraptures waken reft. 
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For tHE MEDLE?r. ! 

ODE 

Addressed by a Physician to bis Horse. ; 

YES, RatTLer, yes, to you my faithful drudge, ! 
The mufe fhall dedicate the tuneful lay, 

Refolv’d a grateful tribute, without grudge, 


To your acknowledg’d fervices to pay. 


Thou partner of my A.{culapean labors, 
Though yet a ftranger to the voiceof fame, 
Not Rozinante to the mufe’s favors, 
Nor fam’d Bucephaius had equal claim. 


The firft gain’d. fame, becaufe a foo! beftrode him, 
Romantic Quixote, as Cervantes feigns--- 

The laft, becaufe a. fcoundrel blood-hound rode him 
Around the world, to knock out people’s brains ! 


But ere the mufe for you would claim fuch praife, 
As thefe Vile nags, or more vile riders got, 
She'd let your name, together with her lays, 
In fome dark cornerof oblivion rot. 


Yet as thou art from Spanith blooddefcended, 
And folly only foil’d Don Quixote’s crown, 
A fpice of which, full well I know, is blended 


In every heart---excepting not my own--- 


You might claim kindred with the Spanifh Don, 
Without a blyfh of fhame, or fear of evil--- 
But with the jackanapes of Macedon--- 
I'd rather you’d claim kindred with the devil. 


No, be a jafter, nobler glory your’s, 
Not empty fame, like thefe poor antique ninnies; 
Which is to your’s as farthings are wari ieas-+ 
But praife which usefulness alone proc {ese | 
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A praife, if not fo loud, a longer lafter, 

A praife, divided ’twixt you and your mafter, 

A mafter who, could he but bave his will, 

No life would torture, norno creature kill; 

Whofe humane wifh (ah! could a with effe& it) 
Would leave no mortal poor or unprotected--- 

Who would not, (though like you unknown to fame) 
Jo wrong, to gain a Cefar's name. 


1 ct others, then, feek fame, (both man and horfe) 
in wrongs, in cruelties, in war, in blood--. . 

Por fame be traitors, villains, devils---worfe--- 
Be we ambitious only to be good. 


Let Sawney and Bucephalus a killing 
Men, woman, children, roam the world about ; 
Content us with the god-like art of healing, 
Infufe new health and drive difeafes out. 


Let Quixote and his pacing Rozinante, 
Encounter wind-mills, giants---cafties ftorm, 
Let modern Quixotes ape the knight /a Mancha, 

Deaf to the voice of reafon and reforim--- 


While we, content, an humbler courfe purfue, 
A dogtor I, t’ attend my pills and reading--- 
An honeft man---an honeft gelding you, 
T’ attend (’tis all you ought to do) your feeding. 


But man, fell tyrant, whom no laws refrain, 
With whip and fpur, with faddle, bit and rein, 
Ufurps your liberty, t’ increafe his leifure, 

And fegve the purpofe of his pride and pleafurgy 
Convine’d’ by intereft, vanity and pride, 

‘hat Heav’n created you for him to ride--- 

Nor juftice, nor compaflion will he thew, 

But pays your faithful labours witha blow! 


Rut wonder not man thus fhould ride your kind, . 
OF think them folely for his ufe defign’d-.- 
When with a cruelty to hell unknown, 

Ve tides, he tortures and enflaves his own. 
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Yes, Rattler, man’s this tyrant, well I ween, ( 
This cruel tyrant o’er both men and. horfes--- | 
A foul compound of cruelty and fpieen, 
Who feeds on groans and tears, and blood and cortes ! 


But cheer my: lad ; don’t fear me, though my nose 
And trunk erect, befpeak the tyrant breed, 

I’ll hurt thee not---my heart no fiercenefs knows--- 
My nature fhudders at fo-foul a deed. 


Though cuftom fpreads her fyren foils, 
And draws me with her iron claws along, 

To a&s at which my foul recoils, 
Still cuftom ne’erfthall caufe me to do wrong » 


Nor do I {peak the language of command--- 
But as your brother ‘tenant of the fhade,”’ 

With mutual: wants---thus-fhall our contra ftand--- 
‘“‘ Give. me thy labour and-receive my aid.” 


I too will grant you, tho’ ’twill {well your pride, : 
(But truth by. me fhall never be deny’d)--. 

That nature equal all her children made, 
That man from force and cunning only draws,. 
And not from reafon’s or from nature’s laws, 

His flimfey right, your freedom to invade.. 


Equally free by nature---fo of courfe, 
Tis as agreeable to nature’s plan, 
To fee a horfe a-ftraddle of a man, 
As fee a man a-ftraddle of a horfe. 
Man’s felf pre-eminence all fprings from pride ; 
A horfe has like and equal right to ride-. 
But to all horfes’ honor be it known, 
Horfes fuch acts of cruelty difown. 


Man boafts of reafon and of immortality, | | 
And to evince, poor fool, his rationality, | 
To horfes (creatures oft more good and wife) 

He immortality and fenfe denies : 

And why? for this good reafon, to be fure, 

His pride fuch relatives cannot endutre, 
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And too, forfooth, becaufe they cannot walk 
Bolt upright on too legs like him, and talk--- 
Prate learnedly of rhomboids and elipfes--- 
Sail in balloons or calculate eclipfes. 





Reafon’s to man a pregnant fource of woe; 
For to each boafted pow’r of mind, 
A thoufand miferies are join'd, 
Waich lefs enlighten’d fpecies never know ; 
Then do not envy him his mental whim; 
Your cafe thould rather envy raife in him. 


Do you want. reafon?. little need you care, 

W hile healthy, happy, innocent you are ; 

Leave man his f{cience, crimes, difafes, art, 

Not worth the meaneft virtue of your heart, 
And give God thanks (as we believe moft wife is) 
That you’re without his reafon and his- vices. 


But, Rattler, now the mufe fhall take her leave, 
Hoping you will this ode receive 
In token of her moft fincere regard--- 
And eke as intereft for much corn and hay, 
She owns is due, though not prepar’d to pay--- 
Poor poets can with only verfe reward. 


know I’ve promis’d you much better times, 
And better feeding too, than flimfey rhymes, . 
Nor fhall I now thefe promifes renew ; 
I only beg indulgent you would tarry, 
Until I fettle me---until I marry--- 
And then 1 fwear I’ll pay you every sous : 
¥es all, with int’reft, double’d and compounded, 
Nor long you'll have to wait, if I- judge right, 
For love my heart has deeply, deeply wounded, 
And beauty, goodnefs, innocence invites 
EE i a 


EPIGRAM.....On the Death of a Noted KNAVE. 


IF Heaven be pleas’d when finners ceafe to fin, 

If Hell be pleas’d when finners enter 1n, 

Jt Earth be pleas’d, freed from a truckling knave, — 
Then all are pi€as’d....the villain’s in his grave. 
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AMID the rage of battle’s ftrife 

I only felt my Nancy’s fears, 
And if I with’d to fave my life, 

’T was but to fpare‘thy precious tears ; 
For when the deep-mouth’d cannons roar’d, 
And light’ning gledm’d on ev’ry word, 
When patt’ring bulletts round me pour’d, 

Oh then I thought of thee, 

Sweet girl! 
Oh then I thought of thee! 


Efcap’d the dangers of the field, 
On ocean’s bofom homewards borne, 
The fav’ring breeze, at firft fo mild, 
Soon toa dreadful ftorm did turn. 
Now funk below—now mounting high— 
* We’re loft!—we’re loft !’—the failors cry ; 
Yet when deftruétion thus was nigh, 
Then moft I thought of thee, &c. 


But morning came and gentler gales, 
And hope again our bofoms cheer’d : 
Gaily we trimm’d our tatter’d fails, 
Our native coaft at length appear’>d— 
Of parents, brothers, fifters there, 
Of friends not feen for many a year, 
I thought :—But thou wert far more dear 
Than all I thought of them, &c. 


For me! —I ne’er was happy long.— 
Our native land before our eyes, 
A hoftile veffel, treble ftrong, 
Made us an unrefifting prize. 
In the dark hold a captive thrown, 
] 
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All my fond hopes at once were flown, 
And life was fed by love alone, 
For ftill [thought of thee, &c. 


Soon landed on the'holtile fhore, 
And on parole allow’d te roam, 
Hope fill’d my faithful breaft once more 
With thoughts of thee—of love and home. 
Though worn by grief and toils of war, 
And though my forehead bore this fcar, 
My perfon pleas’d a lady fair, 
But ftill [ thought of thee, &c. 


“ Soldier,” faid the, “‘no longer pine, 

** 'Te-morrow’s dawn fhall fet thee free ! 
* Accept my hand—my heart is thine, 

‘* And all my wealth I give to thee.” 
Could I abufe this generous fair ? 
My heart was there—my love fincere ; 
I fcorn’d a falfehood to declare, 

Yor ftill I thought of thee, &c. 


Then frankly to the noble dame 
I told the ftory of my loves : 
I faid—“* My Nancy feels the flame, 
‘¢ And equal pangs her bofom proves.” 
I thew’d thy picture at my breaft, 
Andto my lips the image preft ; 
She figh’d, with flighted love opprefs’d, 
For ftill I thought of thee, &c. 


“ Go then,” fhe faid, “‘ and happy prove, 
“ As truth and conftancy deferve ; 

“ And though another claims your love, 
“‘ Yet for my fake this ring preferve.” 

A purfe of gold—a paffport too, 

The generous fair one did beftow ; 

My tears of gratitude did flow, 

Yet ftill I thought of thee, &c. 











I thought of thee—of joy and blifs, 

And all that love can here impart 5 
I flew tomeet thy glowing kifs, 

Such as at parting thrill’d my heart: 
I came but found thy venal charms 
Sold to a richer lever’s artis. 
Again Pll ruth ’mid& war’s alarms, 

And think no more of thee, 

Falfe girl ! 
And think no more of thee ! 


es 
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TO BELLES. 
—— + one 
TO hide youtzrms, or dosoms fair, . 
Is not ae eat furprize ; : 
As that with locks of of curling hair, 
You even hide your eyes. 


Th’ expreffion of the cowntenance, 
In them entirely lies ; 

And yet with flowing locks of hair, 
You hide your charming eyes. 


And can you think, that curling hair, 
With them in beauty vies? 

Ah no! it only ferves to hide, 
The splendor of your eyes. 


Juft as the fun, “ fhorn of his beams,” 
Looks gloomy at the rife ; 
So.thro’ the intervening hair, 


Appears your shining eyes. 


As hidden treafure ; or as gold, 
Deep in the mine that lies , 
As diamonds in the mifer’s chef ; 

So are your bidden eyes. 
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Your beaux and lovers all declare, 
There’s nothing that they prize, 

More than an unobfcur’d furvey 
Of your expressive eyes. 


Then why—(when«all the gentlemen 
This horrid mode defpife ;) 

Why will you hide with locks of haér, 
The deauty of your eyes ? 
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LOVE anp FOLLY. 


Love and Fotxy were at play, 
Both too wanton to be wife ;; 

They fell out, and in the’ fray, : 
Folly put out Cupid’s eyes. 


Straight the criminal was tried, 
Had his punishment affign’d ; 

Foury fhould to Love be tied, 
And eondemn’d tolead the blinds 


TO SUSAN. 

Trey tell me love’s a tratifient flame, 
Juft kept alive by beauty’s ray, 

As fleeting as the breath of fame, 
Which meets the ear, thendies away. 


But if to beauty fenfe be join’d, 
Secure the hallow’d flame fhall reft, . 
Tho’ time, and fell difeafe, combin’d& 
Affay to force it from the breaft ; 


As we then tread the vale ef life, 
Our fouls.in unifon fhall move, 
Who moft can pleafe be all our ftrife, 


And rivet thus the chains of love. 
B. A.C. H. 
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ORIGINAL POETRY. 





FOR THE MEDLEY. 


—D + oe 


AN ODE, 
ADDRESSED TO A WHIP. 


THOU inftrument of vengeance! whence doth fiaw 
Half the tortures haplefs mortals know, 

Thou tool of tyrants andfof heil accurft, 

Say, how ’came man acquainted with you Grft ' 


Some late philofophers, I know, maintain, 
That cruelty is natural to man, 
But fure he deviates from Nature's plan, 
Who loves to give a fellow creature pain ; 
And that the weak fhould fuffer by the ftrcng, 
Is alfo as unnat’ral.as ’tis wrong. 


Sure then to earth, thou monfter fell, 

By devils haft been bro’t from hell, 

To pour thy hellifh fcorpions ow each back, 
And put our joys and pleafures to the rack, 
Whilft vengeance, pain, and cruelty are huri’d, 
From thy damn’d magazine around the world! 


This is, foul‘imp, thy hated pedigree— 
Nor need.thy parents blufh to own a fon, 
“Who to their names have fo much honor done, 
(In wrongs and turpitude if Sonor be) 
For all, without exception, muft confefs, 
That thou furpaft them both in wickednefs ! 


Well I remember when a boy at fchool, 
Where an imperious pedegogue did rule, 
Oft hoifted, trembling, on a fchool boy's back, 
Wriggling and kicking, with pofteriers bare, 
In fpite of cries, and tears, and fobs, and pra’y's, 
I felt thy agony-inflicting crack ! 
1% 
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262 Poetry. 


Then from my foul I curft you child of evil, 
And with’d both you and pedant at the devil. 


Yes imp, and often in thofe youthful times, 
My back by you has grievoufly been féor’d, 
For guiltless {ports, by chitdren much ador’d, 

But which my parents tortur’d into. crimes— 

‘When have I felt thy tyrant-lafb.on Monday, 

For catching httle birds in traps on Sunday— 

My parents being refolw’d that you fhould be 

Umpire in all difputes ’twixt heav’n and me. 

And rontfter, ’tis moft firmly my opinion, 
That thou hadft murder’d me outright, 

So great thy cruelty and fpite, 

Hadn’t mauhood put an end to thy dominion ; 

But fince that era has arriv’d, 

And you of frigbi’ning forms depriv’d, 

1 for your /ash (which ustd my foul to awe, 

Andfieth to crucify) care not a ftraw. 


B. tho’ J have efcap’d thy lathes, ketches, 
‘uch now I can behold without a panic, 

Mill.ons, alas! of poor unhappy wretches, 
Aro daily tortur’d by thy fcourge fatanic ! 


View Afric’s sons, thou mis’ry-loving elf, 
By tyrants fell in flav’ry foul entangled, 
And {courg’d and mammock’d, flay’d and mangted, 
Like they were void of feeling as thy felf. 
Methinks I hear them cry in doleful tones, 
Oft interrupted by deep groans---- 


‘“ O gracious God! what erimes have we committed, 
** Too great alas! to be by heav’n remitted, 
‘© To thus intail onus fuch fell difafters ? 
‘« Or how good God, can we have meritted, 
** "To be like victims bound, and flay’d and ferited, 
*¢ By an inhuman fet ofstyrant-mafters ? 


“ Has God given whites a property in blacks, 
“© With privilege at will to fcourge their backs ? 
«© Have not the dast a like and equa? claim 

“ Yo /ife, to liberty, and fafe abode. 








Poetry 


“ To ev'ry blessing natunehas below i'd; 
“ When fim’lar ev'ry, organ.off their frame 2. 
“ Like fenfe and reafon too, to each are giv’n---- 
“ Then why not be in like efteem. with heaven, ! 
“ Does heav’n a predilection own, fon mite 2 
Does it in wrongs and crug}ties, delight?) 
“ If not, what reafon can the wOites, an : 
“ To prove the dlacks created for their ule? 
“ Or, if a preference mufipbtain, 
“© Why blacks fhould pref 'rence gain? 


“ Master and slave are terms, of. man’s.inwention, 
“ There’s no fuch words in Nature’s nomenclature ; 
*¢ For the, kind dame, with moft humane intention, 
“ Made free and equal ev’ry buman creature: 
‘¢ But man, whom neither right nor reafon awes, 
‘6 Reverfes Nature’s falutary laws ; 
“ Aiming, proud clf, at ynreftrain’d dommmion ; 
¢¢ And asa fhark doth fmaller fifhes feize on, 
«* Man preys on man, and for-a faark-like reafon--- 
© Viz. pow’r----for pow’r gives right in his opinion.” 





Thus imp, do reafon thofe unhappy wretches, 
Condemn’d to endiefs flavery and pain, 
Devoted victims of thy bloody reign, 

O’er whom thy feourge of mis’ry daily ftretches! 

And fure much caufe, have they to make a riot, 
Who wrongfully thy torture wndergo---- 

Their reafons, too are jult---thyfelf cawnot deny it, 
If thy fell heart didktruth or puftice know---- 


But juftice, like compafion,,is a jewel, 

' Which makes no part of thy compound, 

oe juft bke man, a fell blood hound---- 

‘TMou’rt as unjuft as thou art cruel, 

But tho’ ferce man fhould for his confort choofe you, 
And cut and flaff and make a riot, 
Chafing our happinefs and quiet--- 

Yet why, oh! why fhould lovely Woman ufe you! 

But curfed imp, I’m forry to confefs, 

I vith the charmirg fexdidiufe you lefs! 

The fair defign’d in bove’s foft lap to dandie, 


And all by foftnefg geatlencis cngagr, 
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284 | Poetry. 2. 


It ill befits thy hydra form to handle, 
With fiend-like paffion, cruelty and rage 


& 


The fair, the end of whofecreation 


Is joy and pleafure to beftow ; 
Give love and friendfhip animation, 
And make a Paradife below ! 





Yet imp, thy artifice is fuch——_— 
But ceafe my Mufe, thy ve-fe referve, 
The elf does not thy fong deferve, 


Thou haft already fung'too much--- 


So bid his devilfhip adieu, 
And fome lefs odious theme puriue. 


>: @ 


SELECTED POETRY. 


SONG. 


STILL, ftill this ardent bofom glows 
With hopelefs Love’s confuming fires ; 
My watchful eyes no flumbers clofe, 
And life in fecret pangs expires. 


As one vaft furnace burns my breaft, 
Pure as the bright but diftant fair, 

Whofe facred image, deep impreft, 
Kindles th’ eternal tumult there. 


In the dark grave’s oblivious womb 
Ill headlong plunge, and lofe my care ; 
Ope wide thy jaws, thou friendly tomb ! 
And fhield a lover from defpair. 


But hence, ye gloomy doubts, away ! 
*Tis Sreiia meets my longing eyés ; 
Her radient looks reftore the day, 
- *\ Herdmile tranfports to Paradife. 
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